The Hi ft or ie of 

That were his Lackies : l cried hum, and well, go to. 

But markt him not a word 5 O.heis as tedious 
As a tyred Horfe.a rayling Wife, 

Worfe then a fmokic Houfc. 1 had rather Hue 
With Cheefe and Garlickc in a Windmill farre, 

Then feed on cates, and liauc him talkc to me,| 

In any Smnmer-houfc in Chriftendome. 

Mor. In fayth he was a worthy Gentleman, 
Exceeding well read and profited 
In flrange concealements, valiant as a Lion, 

And wondrous affable, znd as bountifull 
AsMinesof/»ii<* -* fhall 1 tell you.Coofen, 

He holdes your temper in a high refpeft, 

And curbs himfelfc,cuen of his naturall fcope, 

When you come crofle his humour, fayth he docs* 

1 warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done, 

With out the taftc ofdanger and reproofc : 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In fay th,my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 

And fince your comminghithcr,hauc done enough 
To put him quite befides his patience : 

Youreuftncedes lcarne,Lord,to amend this fault, 
Though fometimes it fliew greatneffe, courage, blood. 
And thats the deareft grace it renders you : 

Y et often times it doth prefent harfii rage. 

Defeat of manncrSjWant ofgouernnaent, 

Pride, hautineire,opinion,and difdainej 
The lcaft of which, haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofcth mens heartes,and leaues behind a ftaiue 
Vpon thcbeautic ofall partes befides, 

Beguiling them ofeommendation. 

Hot. W ell, I am fchoold,Good-manners be your fpeed, 
Heerecomc vour Wiues,and let vs take our lcauc. 

Enter Glendower,wiih the Ladyei. 

Aior. This is the deadly fpight that angers me , * 

My Wife can fpeakc no Englifi, I no Wei fa. \ 

Glen. My Daughter weepes,fheele not part'with you, 
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Sheele be a fouldi er too, fheeleto the warres. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that fhe, and my Adnt Percy, 

Shall follow in your conduft fpeedily. 

Glendower /peakes to her in welfi, and fie anjweret 
him in the (ime. 

Glen. She is defperat hcere, 

A peeuifh felfc-wild harlotry, one that no perfwafioncan doe 
good vpon. 

The Lady Jpeaket in Welfi. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy lookes, that prety welfh, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefe fwcllinghcauens, 
lam to perfect in, and butfor fhame 
In fuch a parley fhould I anfwere thee. 

The Lady againe in welfi. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy kifles, and thou mine, 

And thats a feeling deputation : 

But I will ncHcrbc a truant loue, 

T ill I haue lcarnd thy language, for thy tongue 
Makes welfi as fweets as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Queenein a Summers bowrc. 

With rauifhing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay, if thou melt, then will fhe runaemad. 

TheLady jpeakes againe inwelfi . 

Mor. 0, 1 am ingnorancc it fclfc in this. 

Glen. She bids you on the wanton rufhes lay you downe, 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And flue will fing the fong that plcafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crownc the God of fleepe, 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauisiefie 
Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heaiicnly harneft tccine 
Begins his golden progrefle in the Eaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fit and heare her fing, 

By that time will ourbookel thinktbedrawne. 

Qlen. Do fo, and tbofe Mufitions that fhall play to you, 
Hang in the ayre a thoufand leagues fromthcsice, 

And ftraight they fhall be here, fit and attend. 

E 3 . Hot. 
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